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her chin, lifting the former a little and letting the latter sink low
down into her chest.
A great rush of tenderness for her thrilled through him as he
looked at her.
The little movements she had just been making, as if she
had been doing what he himself so often did, hugging herself
to herself with a shiver of thankfulness that at least she had her-
self to take refuge with, gave him a sudden stab of delicious
awareness of the mystery of her identity.
"I have bought her, I have bought her!" he thought, and then
he thought how the relation between them, at least as far
as he was concerned, and perhaps for her too, was a far more
exquisite one than if they had been ordinary lovers who had
known each other in and out for years and were now calmly
anticipating their bridal night. For one thing it enhanced the
difference of their sex to a far greater extent than if they had had
time to know each other well.
"This is how men and women met in the old days/* thought
the historic Dud, reverting again to his original vision of the
Bronze-Age wayfarer with his Stone-Age paramour, "and to
have found Wizzie in Durnovaria and for us to sleep together
the first day we meet has a beauty that makes an ordinary love-
affair—such as I might have had with the 'Venetian Post'—
seem tame!"
Dud's pulses began beating with so much excitement as he
watched that sallow, oval little face with its chin pressed low
between its owner's breasts and its gaze studying carefully—
at least so it seemed—the magic of destiny in heart-line and
life-line, that it began to grow intolerable to him that it was
still uncertain what would happen to them that night.
It seemed to his excited senses just then that it was no less
than a miracle that he should be allowed by fate to see that
long thin nose, that mute, pitiful mouth, that straw-coloured
hair whose stray ends stuck out so comically over that tiny
little ear—he could see only one of her ears from where he
sat and it really was like a shell, the old simile for a girl's ear,
usually so pathetically remote from the truth—that heart-
breakingly neat grey dress, her only armour to face the world
now that she had discarded her lavender-coloured tights and
her performing-dog's cincture of red plush, and, above all,
those nervous hands in her lap,

